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LEADER.
Would I could reach thee, oh,

Reach thee and save, my daughter,
Starward from gulfs of Hell,
Fast gates, past tears that swell,
Where the weak oar climbs thro'

The night and the water !

SECOND ELDER,
Beloved and lonely one.

Who feared not dying :
Gone in another's stead
Alone to the hungry dead :
Light be the carven stone

Above thee lying I

THIRD ELDER.
Oh, he who should seek again

A new bride after thee,
Were loathed of thy children twain,

And loathed of me.

LEADER.
Word to liis mother sped,

Praying- to her who bore him ;
Word to his father, old,
Heavy with years and cold ;
a Quick, ere your son he dead 1

What dare ye for him ?t?

SECOND ELDER.

Old, and they dared not; grey,
And they helped him never !
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